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The Tragcdic 

Thou hadft cakl nac allthefe bitter names. 

Qu.Mar . Why fo I did, but k>oke for no reply : 

O let me make the period to my curfe. 

Git . T is done by me and ends by Margaret, felfc, 

gu. Thus haue you breathed your curfe againft your 
<£hsJM Poore painted Queene, vaine fiourifli of my for- 
Why ftrewft thou fugcr on that botled fpider, (tunes 
Whofe deadly web inlharcth thee about l 
Foole.fooie,thou whetft akmfc to kill thy fclfc. 

The time will come when thou (haltwifh forme, 

To helpc thee curfe that poifoned buhchbackt toade. 

Haft . Falfe boading woman, end thy frantick curfe, 

Lealt to thy harmc thou mooye our patience. 
^w.cJW.Foulc fhame vpon you, you haue all mou d mine. 
lit. Wereycu wellicru d you would be taught your duty. 
^.^/fcToferiiemewclhyouall fbould docme dutie. 
Teach meto be your Queene, and you my fubiefts: 
Oferue me well, and teach your fclucs that dutje. 
Z>«r/.Difpute not with her,lheielunatique. 
gu.M . Peace maiftcr Marquefte,you are malapert, 
Yom fire-new ftampeof honour isfcarcc currant : 

O that your young nobilitic could iudge. 

What t were toloofcitand be miferabfc/’ 

They that ft and high, haue many blafts to (hake them. 
And if they fail they dalh themfelues to peeces. 

Cb Goodcounfell marry, learne it,lcarne it Marques. 

Z)^Ittouchethyou(myLord)asmuchasme. , 

<7/o.Yea,and much more,but 1 was borne fo high, 

Qur aiery buildeth in the Caedars top, 

And dallies with the winde,and fcorncstheiunne. • 
Qu.Ma. And turnes thcSunne to (bade, alas, alas, 
VVitnes my funne,nOw in the (hade of death, 

Whofe bright outlining beanies, thy clouaiewratn, 
Hath in eternall darkened foulded vp: 

Your aicrie buildeth in our aciries neaft* 

O God that feeft it,doe not fuffer it: 

As it was won with blood, loft be it fo. .. 

Eitcki Haue done for fhame, if not for charitie. 
^.Gtf.Vrge neither charitie nor fhame to me, 




s^sSr^ bu,ch “ ed ’ 

Now fare befallthec,and thy princely houfe, 

Thy garments are not fpotted with our blood, 

Nor thou within the compalfeof my curfe. 

Z1 Nor no one here, for curfes neuer patfe 
The lms of them that breath them in theatre. 

le not beleeue but they afeend the skie, 
jkd there awake Gods gentle fleeping peace. 

O Buckingham beware of yonder dog, 

Looke when hefawnes, heb.tes,and whenhc bites, 

His venome tooth willrankle thee to death, 

Haue not doe with him.beware of him ; 

Smne, death, and hell hauefet their markes on him. 

And all their minifters attend on him, , 

6’b.Wbat doth fhe fay my Lord of Buckingham l 

Nothing that I rcl'ped my gracious Lortr. 
q Ma. Whatdoeft thou fcorne me for my gentle coun- 
y^ndioothd the diuell that I warne thee from ? ( le »> 

0 but remember this another day. 

When he fiiall fplit thy very heart with forrow, 
e^fnd fay poore Margaret was a Prophetelle : 

Liuceach of you, the fubiedts of his hate, 
e^nd he to you, and all of you to Gods. Sxk, 

H<«/?.My hairedoth ftandon endtoheare her curfes. 
Riu.An d fo doth mine,l wonder (bees at libertie. 

Git, I cannot blame her by Gods holy mother. 

She hath had too much wrong,and 1 repent 
My part thereof that I haue done. 

Haft A neuer did her any to my kngwledge* 

Glo. But you haue all the vantage of this wrong. / 

1 was too hot to doc fomebody good. 

That is too colde in thinking of it now: 

Marry as for. Clarence, he is well repaid, 
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